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It was no secret that Ritchie Blackmore was an asshole. A rat bastard. The single most unfriendly human that 
one could have the displeasure of meeting, especially if your name happened to be lan Gillan. Or at least, Ritchie 
hoped that that was the energy he put out into the world, and for most of the poor fans and interviewers 


that only knew him for moments of their lives, that was the case. 


For those who spent enough time with him, however, the cracks in Ritchie's persona would begin to show. First 


it would be subtle. 
"Would you watch where you're fucking going, you big buffoon?" 


lan turned his head to see two very annoyed eyes peeking out from beneath a pilgrim hat. "Hey! You're the one 


who walked into mel" lan cried, indignantly. 


"| don't care. Learn to walk faster when people are behind you. It cant possibly be difficult with those 


enormous legs of yours." 


lan rolled his eyes and kept walking, thinking nothing of it. Until a few days later, when it happened again. And 
again When he almost tripped due to Ritchie accidentally stepping on the back of lar's shoe, he started taking 


note of Ritchie's tendency to always be near him. 


Maybe it was just bad luck. The universe could tell how much the two hated each other, and that was why 
they were always running into each other (literally). Yeah, that was probably it. 


lan was contemplating this late one night, in the kitchen of the house they were staying in. Everyone else was 
asleep, or at least, that's what lan thought. The lights had been off when he'd entered the kitchen, as he hadn't 
needed them to fill his glass with water from the tap, but now he was hungry, and finding a snack required a 
bit more light. He flicked the switch and got the fright of his life. 


"CHRIST, RITCHIE! What are you doing lurking in the dark like that?!" 
"I'm not lurking, you imbecile. | needed to come down here for something. Hs your fault you're so skittish." 


lan took a moment to steady his breathing and digest Ritchie's words. They couldn't be true. The house was 
silent, and while Ritchie certainly didn't have the heavy footsteps of lan, he still wouldve been audible coming 
down the stairs. Either he'd intentionally crept down as silently as possible, or he'd been standing there for a 


while. Or both. 


lan's mind raced, trying to put pieces together. He should've realized it sooner. A random person running into 
him on a crowded sidewalk would make sense, but Ritchie? Who despised human contact of any kind? On a wide 
open sidewalk? Multiple times? And what of other incidents like this? How many times had Ritchie hung back in 


shadows, close to lan without him noticing? Was he jumping to conclusions? Could it all be just a coincidence? 


lan glanced back at Ritchie, who hadn't made any move to grab the "something" that he was apparently down 
here for. He just kept staring at lan, staring with a haughty exasperation, but staring nonetheless. 


"Why?" 
"Why what?" 
"Why do you insist on being on top of me all the time?" 


Ritchie blushed, and lan realized his unintended innuendo of "on top of me." Ritchie tried his best to shift his 


focus to the wall, but it took several moments for him to respond. His quick wit appeared to be failing him. 


"| don't insist on being on fop of you, in fact I'd very much like to be as far away from you as possible. Just 


being near you makes me wish | was anywhere else. But somehow, you always manage to get in my way." 


"Well then, I'll just be out of your way." lan moved to walk out of the kitchen, past an oddly unsettled-looking 
Ritchie. He made it up two steps before he realized that he'd forgotten to grab any food. He craned his neck to 
peek back in the kitchen and saw Ritchie frozen in the same place that lan had left him. 


Still trying to figure out what exactly all this meant, lan kept walking up the steps, choosing to leave the food 
rather than interrupt whatever was going through Ritchie's head. 


